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Cliff Saunders 
THE HORIZON BETWEEN NIGHT AND DAY 

I have come to follow 
a melancholy mirage, pure 
like wind, so completely mine. 
My name bleeds on every sidewalk, 
blue like the silent mountain 
I have steadily approached for years 
with no hope of ever reaching: 
a melancholy mirage, pure like wind. 
Love is the one prison I admire; 
someone always throws away the key. 
When I collapse in my hammock 
the brown leaves fall from the trees 
and bury me, so completely mine. 
A train whistle echoes along 
the horizon between night and day, 
melancholy, pure like wind. 
This is where I belong, seeking 
my name on this silent mountain. 
1 
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Martha Christina 
MISSING SALT KISSES 
Sea's mist, mother's kiss, 

pressed gently on my eyelids. 

Awake, I followed the fog through the day, 

like a child I hung about 

my moist hands sticky on its swirling skirts. 

And like a tired mother seeking solitude, 

it withdrew in one deep breath, 

leaving me there in the glare of cold sunlight. 

2 

8
Aldebaran, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [1976], Art. 1
http://docs.rwu.edu/aldebaran/vol5/iss2/1
9et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 5, Issue 2
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1976
John Tansey 
THE SENATOR COMES HOME 
"The Senator's coming home this weekend!" the mother said 
while carrying dishes to the sink. 
"Will he stop by here?" asked the daughter stooped over the 
sink washing those dishes. 
"I don't know, but I wouldn't be surprised. I'd like to have a 
small get-together here, if even for an hour, while he's in town. 
That's one thing our neighbors don't have; a brother who's a sena­
tor. " 
"Oh mom. I wish you wouldn't be catching up with the 
Jones' all your life! There's more to life you know." 
"But baby, I'm not catching up with the Jones'; I'm way 
ahead of them! " 
"Oh mother ... Can I bring Drew?" 
"Sure, your uncle is anxious to meet him. After all you're his 
favorite niece. Oh Casey, did I tell you the Senator has a surprise 
for you." 
"Oh, really mother." 
"Yes, but I shouldn't tell you." 
Casey rolled her eyes to the ceiling. It was probably some­
thing meant to be related to her, but her mother was holding back. 
Her mother's eyes opened brightly and her hands laid hold of 
Casey's. 
"Uncle Tom told me he laid off one of the people on his 
staff and he wants you to fill the job." 
Casey's eyes snapped back level with her mother's, "Are you 
kidding!?" 
"No. And he's going to see what he can do about getting you 
into grad school down there." 
"Oh, that's great! I can hardly wait to tell Drew! That's really 
great!" 
4 
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John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
"I'm so happy for you. This means so much! Do you think 
Drew will resent your leaving for the Capitol? I mean, he just left a 
job there several months ago. I hope this won't spoil your plans." 
"I don't know. I can't wait to go! I'll tell Drew tonight." 
"What are you and Drew doing tonight?" 
"Not much, just a walk along the beach and coffee later on at 
Rathburgs. " 
"You won't be too late will you?" 
"I doubt it, not unless there's a good group at Rathburgs to­
night." 
"Well try not to be late; you're too young to have those dark 
circles and bags under your eyes." And she put out a hand and laid 
a finger beneath her daughter's eyes trying to raise dark circles and 
bags that weren't there. She was a woman accustomed to proving 
her point. 
"Oh mother, I don't have circles beneath my eyes and if I did 
I'd just cover them with make-up." 
"Yes you do dear. You should take better care of yourself. I 
don't know about girls today. When I was young no decent mother 
would let her girl wear make-up until she was twenty-five!" 
"Ha! The age of consent gets older every year with you 
mom." 
"A girl should always listen to her mother. After all I've lived 
a lot longer than you and you should rely on my experience." 
"Oh mother ... " 
"Casey, Drew just pulled up," called Allen, the mother's boy­
friend from the living room. 
"Would you mind finishing these yourself, mom?" 
"Sure sweetheart, I'll get Allen to help." 
While running the brush through her long luxuriant blonde 
hair she took time to contemplate the face before her. Some un­
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John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
needed birthmarks but neat eyebrows attractively darker than her 
hair. She pulled on a turtle neck sweater, twisted sideways in 
front of the mirror, then satisfied, pulled on flimsy black boots. 
A couple drops of Allen's cologne in her hair and she was done. 
She met Drew at the bottom of the steps next to the front 
door, chatting amiably with Allen, who was sitting on the sofa. 
Whipping an arm around his neck she buried her head in his 
shoulder. He inhaled the fragrance from the scented hair. Easily 
and passionately aroused by simple things like this, his arms 
quickly tightened then released her waist with a gentle punch 
to her abdomen for teasing him like that in her mother's presence. 
"We'll see you both later if you're still up. Bye." 
"Try not to be late and you two be good! " 
She was twenty-three. She wished her mother wouldn't say 
things like that. It embarrassed her. 
"I'll be happy when those two are married, then I won't have 
to worry about what they're up to." 
"Marcia, what's the difference of a couple weeks." 
"God only knows what the neighbors and my friends say when 
they see those two hanging all over each other like that all the 
time." 
"They were young once too you know. Th~y did the same 
things Casey and Drew do. And you and I aren't exactly perfect." 
"I don't care what others have done. I still don't want my 
daughter doing it. She has had everything she's wanted all her 
life, now, for my sake, she can wait a few more weeks till she's 
married for that." 
"Marcia, what you and everyone else doesn't know won't hurt 
you. It's only two more weeks till the wedding." 
"So it's only two more weeks they can wait. Coming home so 
6 
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John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
late every night, her hair a mess and sand and grass all over her 
pants and jacket. If I weren't so afraid she was already pregnant I 
might call the whole thing off." 
"Marcia, you wouldn't call off the wedding. I know you like 
Drew very much and Casey's a grown girl. You have to let her go 
sometime" Allen said softly. 
Sniffling and eyes watery, Marcia mumbled "Maybe." 

"Shhh, Jerry's coming down stairs!" 

On the landing appeared a tired-eyed 8 year old boy dressed 

in Winnie the Pooh pajamas. His short hair, a littler lighter than 
Casey's, was parted on top where the length allowed, and brushed 
to one side. Full cheeks, blue eyes, red lips; the perfect little boy. 
He said in rising syllables, "What's going on?" 
"Nothing Jerry." Allen said. "Go back to bed." 

"What's all the noise mommy?" 

"Oh sweetheart, were we grown-ups making so much noise 

you couldn't sleep?" 
"Yes mommy." 
"Well we're sorry honey, we apologize." 
"Can I have some potato chips?" 
"Oh honey, it's too late. You can have some tomorrow." 
"Don't let .Casey eat them all up." 
"I won't dear. Here, Allen will give you a ride back to bed." 
"Come on cowboy, 'Boots and Saddles', let's go." 
"Hi Casey!" The vivacious girl lit up the Rathburgs' ladies 
room with her smile. 
"Hi Terry! Gee, I haven't seen you in ages. How are you?" 
"Pretty good. And you?" 
"Fine. Is that your boy friend?" 
('Yes," a prideful giggle erupted from Casey. "His name's 
7 13
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John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
Drew Taylor." 
"He's really cute. Where'd you meet him and what does he 
do?" 
"I met him at a party in Washington a few months ago. You 
know, one of my uncle's things." 
"Yeah?" Terry urged her to continue. 
"We kept in touch and everything. He was working in Washing­
ton, but got tired of that and quit to move up here. And we've been 
together ever since." 
A suddenly mirthful smile said, "That sounds serious. Are you 
planning anything?" 
"Yeah," Casey replied with another prideful giggle. "We're go­
ing to get married soon." 
"That's great! That's really great! Congratulations!" 
"Thanks. " 
"I really hope everything goes well for you two!" 
"Thanks. That's really nice." 
"What does your mother think about all this." 
"She took one look at his car and his clothes and he quali­
fied." said Casey understating that particular episode. 
"Yeah, he has class. I'd like to stop by and see your mother; 
it's been such a long time." 
"Why don't you do that. 1 know she'd love to see you again." 
said Casey genuinely." Hey, it sounds like the band has started 
their next set." 
"Look, it's been good seeing you again," said Terry. "Take 
care." 
"You too. Take care. Bye, bye!" And she returned to the 
table warmed with happiness. 
"I just ran into an old friend that 1hadn't seen in ages in the 
ladies room. " 
8 
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"Oh really?" said Drew. "I didn't think your friends liked 
jazz; not really intelligent musically are they?" 
"I know, I know. 'Top forty A.M. garbage freaks'." 
"Well, it's true." 
"I told her we're going to be married." 
"Who?" asked Drew. 
"Terry! The girl 1 just told you I met in the ladies room." 
"What did you do that for? We're not really set on anything." 
"You mean about going to Washington," Casey said despond­
ently. 
"No! Come on Case. I'll go to Washington with you. I can 
probably even get myoId job back." 
"Christ!" Her face flushed with frustration and anger. 
"Y ou 're making me suffer because of my mother." 
"Casey, you know I can't stand a big thing about anything." 
"Yeah, 1 know. But you know my mother. She won't be hap­
py unless she invites everybody who's anybody." 
"I'm not a performing dog that's going to do tricks for her 
friends. I'm not going to roll over and play dead for your 'Uncle 
the Senator'!" He spat the words with disdain. "I just won't toler­
ate a big wedding. Forget it." 
"Oh Drew. Listen. For me!" 
"You may be used to being used. Not me. You may be wor­
ried about what other people think. Not me. I'm not going to 
waste my life satisfying the expectations of other people. Once 
you're in that trap you're in it for life because people are never 
satsified and they'll never let go!" 
"But Drew, only this once." 
"No. Nobody has a hold on me and no one's ever going to get 
tha t impression." 
He meant it and she knew that if she didn't want the best time 
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of her life to end before it began Drew's will must prevail. But not 
yet, not without a struggle. "What do you want then?" she asked. 
"Something small." 
"You know that to me, as long as we get married, it 
doesn't matter. But mother is a different story. She's already 
planning the guest list, the menu, the band." 
"Y ou'l1 just have to tell her." 
"Drew, be reasonable even if my mother won't. This is the 
culminating point in her career as a mother; a decisive moment in 
her life. She won't stand for anything small, even it it's the thing 
you and 1 want most in life!" 
"Well 1 don't know what we're going to do, but I certainly 
know what I'm not going to do." Drew's determination had not 
ebbed. 
"Drew, if you loved me ... " 
"I do! Can't you see that it's for that very reason I'm so de­
termined in this! You have to break away sometime. You have to 
think for yourself. You can't live your life according to your 
mother's or your uncle's gospel!" 
"I guess we could get married by a Justice of the Peace." That 
would certainly put an end to mother's plans. 
"Then let's do it now!" 
"Is that you, Casey?" 
"Yes. " 
"Is Drew here?" 
"No. He went home." 
"What time is it dear?" 
"Twelve-thirty," and in a hushed mimicking voice, "Not too 
late I hope!" 
She poured a glass of milk and opened the bag of potato chips 
10 
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that was on the counter. 
"Are you eating the potato chips Casey?" 
"Yes. " 
"I was saving those for Jerry so don't eat any. Besides, it's too 
late to eat, dear. Don't you know any better?" 
Casey replied in an inaudible whisper, "No, I don't! Asshole!" 
She crumpled the potato chip bag and tossed it onto the 
counter, drank her milk and went up to her room. Undressing 
quickly at the foot of the bed, she found herself standing in front 
of the wall mirror. She was beautiful. She wished she were with 
Drew. Being here was such a waste. She pulled on a shirt of Drew's 
that hung to the middle of her thighs and slipped into bed. 
"Mommy, Mommy, Casey hasn't got any clothes on!" Her 
dreams were being dispelled by that bratty voice. 
"What's that, sweetheart?" 
"Casey's not wearing any clothes!" Jerry yelled. 
Marcia came upstairs. 
"Casey!" She sat up in bed. Her mother stood in the half 
open doorway. Marcia's reprimand was cut short while she shuffled 
Jerry away from the door and down the stairs. Casey, waking now, 
glanced downwards to see the covers off her and the bed shirt un­
buttoned and pushed behind her neck. Her arms, legs, and torso 
were covered with goose pimples and her nipples erect. Quickly she 
drew the covers over her. 
"I wish like hell you'd be more decent! You can do what you 
want when you're living with Drew but as long as you're here don't 
ever get in bed naked again! What the hell do you think the neigh­
bors will say when Jerry blabs this to everyone." 
"If he weren't such a fag he wouldn't say anything." 
"You don't talk about your brother like that! He's only a 
11 
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little boy!" 
"Well keep that brat out of here! How do you think that door 
got open?" 
"You know Jerry likes to come and wake you on Saturday 
and Sunday mornings. It's your own fault." 
"I don't like being wakened early on weekends and I don't 
care what he sees 1 " 
"Caseyl Ohhhhh. I'm just glad you're leaving soon." 
"Thanks! So am I!" 
Marcia slammed the door shut and Casey rolled out of bed; she 
knew she wouldn't be able to sleep anymore. She stood before the 
mirror on the dresser, twisted one way and then the other, and then 
leaned forward to examine her face. The nose she thought a little 
too prominent really set off a lovely face. Drew had said that the 
first time he told her she was beautiful and she had objected be­
cause her nose was too big. She spent several minutes a day look­
ing at her nose trying to convihce herself one way or the other. 
She got dressed and started down stairs. Halfway down was 
Jerry. 
"Shame shame Casey, I saw you bare." Casey's lack of em­
barrassment puzzled him and he tried again. 
"Shame shame Casey, I saw you bare!" and this time pressed 
the point by poking her breasts and stomach. Casey landed him a 
hard slap across the face and proceeded to walk down the stairs. 
It took a moment for his head to clear and realize what happened. 
He then flew down the stairs past Casey, wailing, into the kitchen. 
"Casey hit me! Casey hit me!" 
"Casey! What the hell is wrong with you! Look at this face! 
Look at what you did!" Marcia shouted, pointing to the red hand 
imprint on Jerry's face. 
12 18
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John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
"I didn't appreciate that little creep feeling me up." 
"Some day I hope you have kids of your own!" 
"Not like that faggot." 
"Here's your potato chips, honey," said Marcia ushering Jerry 
out of the kitchen. Turning to Casey she said, hissing through her 
teeth, "How could you do that? He's your own flesh and blood." 
"Easy. He's a faggy little creep and he's that way because you 
made him that way." 
"Don't say that about your brother!" Marcia would never ad­
mit that she had spoiled (rotten) the sorn born late in her life. 
Casey spun around and walked out of the house to have break­
fast at the Dunkin' Donuts down the road. 
"Where have you been all day Casey?" Allen was sitting on 
the sofa reading the evening paper. 
"Drew and I went for a walk in the park." 
"Isn't it a little cold for that or are you young people tougher 
than I was when young?" 
"That you Casey?" Her mother's voice came from upstairs. 
"Come upstairs for a minute dear." 
She went upstairs suspecting that now her mother was going to 
apologize for the blow-up that morning. 
"Casey, I'm sorry for yelling at you this morning." 
"That's alright." 
"Come here Jerry. Come on. Tell Casey you're sorry you 
went in her room this morning and that you won't do it again." 
"Nooooo." He cocked his arm back girlishly and threw a 
weak punch at Casey. It was times like th;s that she could really 
smash him. 
"I won't let you stay up and watch television tonight," said 

Marcia. 

13 19
et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 5, Issue 2
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1976
John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
That's right, thought Casey. Bribe him. 
''I'm sorry Casey." 
"And ... ?" Marcia replied. 
"And I won't come in your room any more." 
"Great. You're forgiven," Casey replied with something more 
than a hint of sarcasm. 
"Now!" Marcia smiled proudly and brought forth a bag and 
handed it to Casey. "This is for you." 
Casey took the bag and looked inside. It was a flannel night­
gown. 
"Oh mother." 
"That's just to make sure there aren't any more accidents, 
and I'm sure Drew will like it also." 
"Mother ... " 
"I want you to wear it anyway, for as long as you're here." 
"Mother, 1 have to tell you something." 
"It's a lovely color." 
"Mother!" She almost shouted finally getting Marcia's atten­
tion. "Mother." She said this time in almost a whisper. It was 
hard, too hard to please two people as different as Marcia and 
Drew. Her throat constricted and her voice came with difficulty. 
"Oh mother," and she draped her arms over Marcia's shoulders; 
her face flushed and her eyes welled with tears. 
"Oh Casey. It's all right." 
"No mother, you don't understand." They separated and she 
looked into her mother's eyes. "Drew and I got married last night." 
"Oh Casey!" 
"Please mother." 
There was quiet, Marcia's restraint was disconcerting. Casey 
was prepared for a holocaust but Marcia seemed to be accepting 
14 
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the inevitable. 
"What will I tell everyone?" she finally said. 
"I don't care, mother." 
"I guess I could say that you are two young anxious people 
who couldn't wait for the rest of us." 
"I guess so." In anguish Casey bit the back of her hand and 
her eyes, pressed shut, squeezed tears down her cheeks. Marcia's 
apparent calm was the last thing she expected and now she was 
crushed by her own unexpected consideration of Marcia's feelings. 
"Well," Marcia said breaking the silence. "} guess we all make 
our own destiny. I hadn't told you yet but Uncle Tom will be here 
tonight. He's just stopping for a short visit because he's going back 
to Washington tomorrow. I was hoping you and Drew would have 
dinner here tonight and stay until he comes." 
"I'm so glad you could come Drew." It was Marcia's Doris 
Day smile; sincerely phony. 
"Hello Mrs. Jones. I'm glad you asked me to come." 
"Please, sit here Drew." 
"Yes mother." Those words from Drew staggered Marcia 
but she gamely kept up the pretense of the gracious host. 
"So you two ran off and got married last night. And you 
didn't even tell me!" Allen said good-naturedly. 
"Please Allen. We haven't talked about it yet," interrupted 
Marcia. 
"When are we going to talk about it? When the Senator gets 
here?" Allen asked. 
"Well, I don't think we should tell him anything," Marcia 
said still clinging to her, by now, lopsided smile. Those words 
brought a dumb stare from the other three. "Noone has to know 
15 
 21
et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 5, Issue 2
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1976
John Tansey The Senator Comes Home 
you two are married. You can both stay here, if you wish, until 
the time of the wedding I've planned. And as far as anyone's con­
cerned, you will then be married." 
"No mother!" Casey declared indignantly. 
"That's not right Marcia," said Allen afraid to upset the rel­
ative calm only a short time before the Senator came. "You're 
going to accept things for what they are. If you go ahead with your 
plans for Casey and Drew it will only make their marriage a farce. 
The whole thing will be a farce!" 
"That's right Mrs. Jones. We thought it was a farce from the 
beginning; your plans that is. That's why we were married before 
the J .O.P. We didn't want your life, your ideals, your hypocrisies; 
imposed on us!" Drew may not have been eloquent, but he made 
their point. 
"Well we better get our story straight before Tom comes," 
Marcia answered suddenly irritated. 
"It's not a story; it's us!" Casey cried. "I can't stand this. 
Forget it mother! Just forget it! We didn't get married for you, 
and we're not going to get married for you!" 
"Is Casey being stupid like you said Mommy?" Jerry said to 
Marcia. 
"Get to your room dear," Marcia replied. 
"Awwww." 
"Go on, and I'll give you something really nice later. Uncle 
Tom may even bring you a present." 
Jerry slipped down off his chair and left the room and his un­
finished dinner. Those few moments gave Marcia time to re-estab­
lish her equilibrium. 
"I guess I have no option left but to go along with you," she 
said to no one in particular. "I had hoped things would turn out dif­
16 
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ferently." She switched back to her gracious host image and said to 
Casey, "I'll leave it up to you to tell Uncle Tom that you're mar­
ried. " 
"And you can tell him now Casey; he's just coming to the 
front door," Allen observed sedately, evidently perturbed at 
Marcia's attitude. 
Casey vaulted from her chair, eager to make the most of what 
was likely to be the only bright moment of the evening. Marcia and 
Allen left the table slowly waiting for Drew to move also, but he 
preferred to let them precede him. From the front room they 
could hear Casey and the Senator exchange greetings. 
"Did you park your car in the yard?" That was the usual 
greeting; she knew the Senator was amused by her heavy New Eng­
land accent. 
"I certainly did. And what's new with you?" he said while 
embracing her. 
"You'11 never guess." 
"You're coming to Washington to be on my staff, aren't you?" 
"Uh-ha! " 
"Well what's new?" 
"I got married last night." 
"Well," he chuckled. "You didn't even invite me!" he said, 
now laughing. "So you and Drew got married ahead of schedule. 
Couldn't wait, huh? Let me give you a big kiss and a hug!" 
"Hi Tom." Marcia appeared behind Casey. "Did my daughter 
tell you what she and Drew did last night?" 
"She sure did." 
"I certainly hope you're not disappointed by this. I had 
hoped things would be different, you know, a nice wedding with all 
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the people we know ... " 
"Oh Marcia, don't be silly. I'm happy because Casey's happy 
and that's all that matters," said the Senator still holding Casey in 
his arms. 
"Mother just wanted to have a big wedding to show you off 
to all the people she wants to impress; who would be the only 
people she's invite," Casey said almost hitting upon the truth. 
"Come in Drew and meet the Senator. Good to see you again 
Tom." Allen greeted the Seantor with the friendly manner he of­
fered everyone. 
"Allen, please," complained Marcia. "You should address my 
brother as 'Senator'. 
"Oh, come on Marcia. We're all friends here," the Senator 
assured and let go of Casey to shake hands with Tom. 
At that moment the Senator's expression changed from 
that of delight to awe. Allen noticed that the Senator was peer­
ing over his shoulder and turned around. Marcia and Casey fol­
lowed his gaze over to where Drew stood in the doorway to the 
dining room. 
"Uncle Tom, this is Drew Taylor, my husband." 
"joe Taylor, joe Taylor," the Senator said incredulously. 
"No Tom, Drew Taylor." Marcia corrected. 
"joe Taylor," the Senator repeated .. 
"Andrew joseph Taylor actually," was Drew's casual reply. 
"My friends in Washington call me joe because my father's name is 
also Andrew. But here where no one knew me, I became known as 
Drew." 
"Of course Marcia, this is a joke!" accused the Senator. 
"joke? What do you mean? What's a joke?" Marcia asked. 
"This man Taylor, and Casey. It's a joke. They're not mar­
18 24
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ried, are they?" 
"You see Casey! Even Uncle Tom thinks you should have 
waited for the big wedding!" Marcia proudly tilted her shoulder to 
Casey and turned back to the Senator. 
"What do you mean Uncle? What's wrong?" 
"This man Taylor. I fired him from my staff for passing on 
privileged information to staff members of other Senators who used 
it to block legislation I supported. I'd as soon see this man dead as 
alive!" 
Drew replied in a derogatory drawl, "Well you better get used 
to seeing me Senator as I'm a part of the family now." 
Marcia dropped with a thump into a chair. "It's all done. 
Everything is gone." They all turned to her. Drew giggled. The 
Senator and Allen bent over Marcia. 
The Senator spoke over his shoulder to Casey. "Of course 
Casey, this puts an end to my plans for you. I can't have you on 
my staff or even in Washington." 
But it wasn't the first time Casey had walked out of the house. 
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FEEDING THE BIRDS 
The feeder hangs empty. 

Yesterday's overflow lies buried 

where hungry sparrows spilled it 

in their greed, 

heedless of the forecast snow. 

Now they shiver with cold and impatience. 

Here in the warmth of the morning kitchen, 

your pink beak pecks at my breast. 
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SIX PHOTOGRAPHS 
by 
James T. Rafferty 
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Cliff Saunders 
PICTURES FROM CLlO (1973) 
Behold the naked woman 
born in the crouch of her shadow, 
dancing to the demons of love. 
Men dreaming of vacations 
find the wrinkles of death 
grazing on their foreheads. 
Beware the avalanche of oranges 
tumbing across a plaza awning, 
resting at the feet of a guitarist. 
Cowboys drunk in the back seats 
of limousines worship the windows of banks. 
Fishermen are discovered modeling 
for a secret fashion show, 
their shoes filled with laughter. 
Race-cars dance like butterflies 
in a field of blinding smoke. 
French infants are being displayed 
in blonde mirrors, their umbilical cords 
hanging from their bellies like snakes. 
In a panorama of rainbows 
trees are dancing to the bitch 
of a tireless saxophone. 
Football players have diagrams 
tattooed across their cheeks. 
The rain washes them away 
into a puddle of memories. 
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Cliff S'aunders Pictures from Clio (1973) 
Mythical settings of cars 

are painted upon a disappearing canvas, 

In a foreign country 

a wedding cake is spilt 

into the lap of an unsuspecting child. 

Victims of car accidents are reported 

found swimming in the hallway 

photographs of their childhood. 

Imagine a woman spraying deodorant 

into the pubic hair of a statue! 
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Several weeks ago I asked the editors of Aldebaran if I might 
edit a special section of this issue of the magazine. I proposed to 
select some of the writing of the staff, people who have traditional­
ly been excluded from submitting to the magazine because they 
were functioning as staff. I hope that the following pages will be 
considered a complement to the fine work performed by the staff 
and to the writing submitted by other writers. I also hope that this 
special section will hclp to establish a precedent of special sections 
in Aldebaran, edited by other interested members of the Roger 
Williams College community. 
Robert McRoberts 
414176 
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THE RUSH OF IT ALL 
I was trying to drive home from what had to be the best party 
I had ever been to. We started the night off as soon as we left my 
house with a pint of choice bourbon, a six pack apiece, and a 
couple of joints of some primo weed. I later found out that quite 
a few people had the lethal weed. There was also some fine hash 
and more booze. It was five o'clock and the sun was just coming 
over the horizon. My eyes felt as if my head was the sun and they 
were inbedded in it. I took a glance in the mirror; they were al­
most closed. When I forced them open, what used to be white 
could now pass for a Manhattan road map. I had fallen asleep 
once already and was trying my hardest to stay awake. A sigh of 
relief was felt when I pulled into the driveway. I dug for my keys 
and then had a problem finding the keyhole. When I walked in 
the door the dog opened his eyes to make sure, then he was out 
again. The sun was almost up when I got in so I could see enough. 
That was a help. I finally got to my room and shut the door. I 
wouldn't leave the room for quite awhile. I struggled with my 
clothes until I was in my shorts, then climbed into bed. 
"That was some party," I whispered. I shut my eyes for a 

nap. I couldn't get my mind off the amount of pot I had smoked 

oh ......... . 

"Hello mom. I'm home," I yelled as I hung up my coat in the 
outer closet. I had smoked a bowl before I came home and was 
trying to hide it. I hung my coat up and walked inside. The first 
thing that caught my eye was my favorite water pipe sitting on the 
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counter next to the stove. I tried to ignore it and headed for the 
sink to wash my hands. Next to 'the soap was a pack of E-Z Wider 
rolling papers. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead. 
I started feeling faint so I headed upstairs with the bathroom as an 
excuse. On the beginning of the railing there was a bunch of brass 
tubing which resembled a pipe, which in fact was a pipe. I really 
couldn't believe what was happening. I headed up the hallway for 
my room. As soon as I walked in the door I noticed my pot plants 
lying on my bed. I sat down and glanced out the window. I could 
hear the inevitable coming up the hallway. She stopped at my door 
and stood in the doorway. I turned and looked at her. 
"Joey, how could you?" 
"I ah . . . . . . . .. ." 
I had just gotten done with work and was parked in my yard 
unloading contraband out of my pockets into the glove compart­
ment. I checked the window to make sure no one was looking out. 
I held the ounce to the light, or what used to be an ounce. Quite a 
bit was gone. I've been smoking too much, I thought. Then I saw 
my father's face through the plastic bag. He saw it, he's not blind. 
I knew it was time for some fast thinking. I threw the weed into 
the glove compartment and sat there. He closed the curtain and 
went back to the T.V. Maybe he didn't see it? I hope? 
After I thought about leaving for good, I redecided to suffer 
the consequences. I walked in the door and headed for the coat 
rack. 
"Hi mom, I'm home," I yelled. 
J hope I didn't look too bad, especially because of what was 
about to happen. I smelled chicken, but decided to ask anyway. 
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"What's for dinner?" 

"Almost out of marijauna, aren't you," she replied. 

I couldn't believe what I had just heard, so I walked toward 

the stairs. I knew it would be it for sure. I walked in the living 
room and saw my father was dressed in a policeman's uniform and 
had his gun drawn, pointing at me. I froze. From behind I heard 
my mother cry, 
"Joey, how could you?" 

"I ah ...... " 

My friends drove up. It was time to get loaded. I walked out 
the door, and they all smiled, as they headed for the barn. We 
walked into our sitting room, made up with chairs and the works. 
We sat down, took out the bong and loaded it with some reefer. 
We started passing it around. Once that was over we took out the 
one hit bowl. Each person gets one bowl of pot in an unscreened 
bowl. The person would suck on the pipe so hard the burnt weed 
would get sucked down into the water at the bottom of the bong. 
This filters the weed and only lets the good stuff into your lungs 
creating a substantial affect on a person's outlook. The pipe was 
clear plastic, so when it hit the water it would flash. We all stood 
up and watched it spark. It got to my turn, I took a hit and 
looked out the window. The old man was sitting at the window 
with a pair of binoculars. When I looked at him he put the glasses 
down and walked away from the window. I stood there in awe, 
and choked on my hit. 
"He saw us," I said. 

"What?" 

Then I heard cars screech to a halt. Men jumping out of the 

cars and running around. I heard some people come into the 
barn heading in the direction of the room. The old man came in 
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with a general's uniform on with a service revolver pointed at me. 
I walked over and glanced out the window. There were army per­
sonnel carriers parked in the yard. There was a line of soldiers 
standing five feet apart with M-16 '$ pointed at the barn. From be­
hind I could hear my mother cry, 
"Joey, how could you?" 
"lah ...... " 
We had been riding hard all day. The desert was taking its toll 
on us and our horses. The amount of ganja we were consuming 
wasn't helping it any. 
We were bringing forty kilos of good columbo and five pounds 
of coke across the border by mules through the desert. It was some 
nasty, especially getting across the Rio Grande. I had come down 
with a cold and was snorting large amounts of coke to keep my nose 
dry. 
We had passed many towns on the way, avoiding most, but we 
were coming into the town where our pick-up man was supposed 
to meet us. It was only about noon and a little over a hundred. I 
might'a said in the shade, but that was non-existent. He was sup­
posed to show up at eight this evening so we had plenty of time 
to take a bath, take in a few snorts, a few beers and maybe a few 
lustful women. Money wasn't a problem with any of us. After this 
haul we are all in the millions. We might never have to work again, 
but I think I might make this an annual event. 
We came over a knoll and there was the town. We were smarter 
than to ride into town with all this stash. We rode a way off the 
beaten path and buried it. Of course taking a sizable amount of 
keep ourselves and any pretty little senoritas we might meet, in high 
spirits. 
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The town consisted of a few shops, two bars (one of which 
looked like a converted barn), a general store, a hotel, a restaurant, 
and a garage. Main street was still dirt, but there were a few cars. 
It wasn't unusual in this town for a group of cowboys to come in 
with a few days of prairie on them. We tied the horses in front of 
the restaurant and went inside shaking the dust off as we entered. 
The restaurant had lots of tables and a counter. We all sat 
down at a table and the waitress came over with menus. 
"How are you boys today?" 
"Great," the man to my left replied. 
"How long you boys been out there for?" 
"Two weeks," I replied with a smile. 
"Sun really makes your eyes red, huh." 
We all laughed at that one and ordered steaks and a few pitch­
ers of beer. 
After lunch we went over to the hotel and checked in. A bath, 
a shave, and some clean clothes, and we were down talking with the 
hotel manager. 
"I hope the rooms are sufficient?" 
"Perfect! " 
"Good! Anything else 1 can do for you?" 
"Yeah," 1 replied. "Wine, Women, and song?" 
He smiled. "Down the end of main street." 
"Thank You," and we were gone. 
The town was primarily dead. The only people were those run­
ning the shops. We found the place and went in and ordered some 
beer. After a few all three of us went to the bathroom and spooned 
out some coke. When we returned there were a few creatures of 
lust standing at our table. They propositioned us, we agreed, and 
went back to the hotel. 
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Once the encounter was over we returned to the bar and en­
tertained the "ladies." They had snorted some coke with us and 
were high as a kite. Some Frank Zappa was playing on the juke 
box. It was almost eight. 
"Let's choose to see who has to get the stash?" 
The older member of our group lost and put his hat on to go. 
We partied some more until we heard some horses coming into 
town. We got up and went to the doorway. About ten horses rode 
up and dumped two large objects on the street and rode off. We 
ran out to find out what they were. We found one to be the stash 
and the other to be the older member of our group. We grabbed 
both of them and went inside. 
The place was empty, and Zappa still blared on the juke box. 
"Hoodwinked," I stated. 
I tore open the kilos and grabbed a handfuL Found an old news­
paper and rolled up a monster joint. Marijuana is supposed to induce 
homicidal tendencies. 
Behind the bar were shotguns and we both had pistols. We 
were set for almost anything. 
For over an hour we heard horses coming into town. We were 
starting to get scared. I was getting a little too high so I let up and 
snorted some coke to mellow out. 
I glanced out the window to see what was happening. There 
were thousands of men lining every building. Then I really started 
sweating. 
What to do? 
My buddy got nervous and gave himself up. He'll be hung, 
the stupid slob. 
I then noticed the back door. What an easy escape. Throw a 
rock out the door. The men on the roof will move, then with the 
shotgun just blast away at where the sound came from. 
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I got ready at the door. I couldn't see anyone on the ground. 
It was only twenty feet to some covering. It's this or nothing. 
I threw the rock and waited. Nothing! Great! No one's look­
ing this way. 
I threw the door open, ran out, and turned quickly to take 
anyone off the roof who could be watching. 
They all were! 
From behind I could hear my mother cry, 
"Joey, how could you?" 
"lah ...... " 
I could sense someone's presence in the room. I didn't want 
to make an immediate awakening so I just cracked an eye. My 
mother stood there with my weed in her hand. 
"Joey, how could you?" 
"I ah ...... " And turned over. 
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JoMakowski 
BRISTOL COUNTY MEDICAL CENTER BLUES 
Framework of brick still and sterile 
Unlike the countenance I wore as I entered. 
Confusion and forms, corridors a maze ­
Shepherd me to the room of emergencies and other sorrows. 
Three blind mice, 
One a face about to spill tears and years 
Of children never born and the agony 
Of sitting across the room from a man she lived with 
For thirty-five years or so, as he pages through 
Time Magazine long gazes upon the languid denudated women 
Who call themselves artists and actresses. 
And the third a child again, 
Given directions in a kind clear voice, 
Taking time to be understood. 
Then I, led to the room stale with medicinal alcohol, 
Not left to explain my presence or circumstances, 
A thermometer thrust into my mouth to arrest my cries. 
Pulled and jabbed, my tears saturating the taintless pillow. 
Snapshots taken of my leg that I will never 
Be able to show my grandchildren, 
For they are put on file as records of 
Just another ill-functioning of the human body. 
Not knowing for moments - whispering outside the door; 
Violated and left with my choking cries unheard. 
Inflammation: a shadow on the film, the cord 
Of life festered, depriving finer threads of that life. 
Not so sterile, 
Not on the outside, but in the outside turned in. 
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Green-eyed dragons 
of your own design 
slither between 
the curls of your hair 
and breathe out a hard bitter fire 
that burns into your forehead 
turning your eyes a color 
I cannot bear to look at. 
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Lou Papineau 
POEM 
She slowly sips and slips into 
remembering the night 
they danced awash 
in time to the reenactment 
of a fancy crime 
The glass of milk spills 
in her lap 
a thing with wings appearing 
there 
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A PUFFED HOME 
The air around Dad is full of gay dew. 
He is nodding in the dale, dogs at ease 
near his feet. A few yards away, 
at the front gate, Momma is grinning, 
a loaf of fresh-baked bread in her hands. 
Mamma has no fur on her arms. She is proud 
of her roses. "Smell!" she commands. 
We find ourselves clinging to the vines 
at the side of the house. 
It is tads warmer here in the country, 
and there is plenty of room. 
At day's end we sit on the fragrant 
old swing, healthful with love and smiles. 
Our new bypath seems safe, we enjoy 
this sweet home. 
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THE DREAM THIEF 

The American Southwest stretched out in a flat expanse just 
at the edge of a creeping shadow. Perched on the surface of the 
spinning ball of rock and water that was his world, a somnolent 
iguana lay underneath the small, twisted trunk of a scrub brush, 
asleep, breathing the cold night air. The upper air caught the dark­
ness to lighten the landscape, creating shadows out of darkness as 
the earth turned into the sun. 
A desert hawk shook himself, loosening his sinews, stretching 
his wings preparatory to flight. He turned his head from side to 
side, stretching his neck up and away from his shoulders, then, 
gathering himself, dropped from his seat in the crotch of the tall 
cactus, beating his wings to catch the air and lift him into the dim­
ness that was the morning sky. He passed over a crude shelter of 
sticks and animal hides where an outcast's morning sleep was riven 
by dreams of old women and black crows. The old man was captive 
in that other world by gnarled hands and withered faces which held 
bright, glowing eyes, and by great orange beaks to rend and tear, 
satiny feathers to glisten with his blood. 
The hawk flew on, gaining height until a man's eyes would 
have been unable to distinguish the ground from the subtly lighter 
morning air. But the hawk saw every grain of sand, every twig on 
every branch. Soon he circled, going nowhere, almost motionless as 
he drifted in his arc, minutely shifting his pinion feathers to hold 
himself above the pack rat with long, skinny legs that had just 
darted to safety at the foot of a grease bush, sheltered from the ever 
lightening sky by the outspread arms above her. Soon she would 
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emerge, her eyes darting nervously back and forth across the sand, 
nose working to pick up the tell-tale scent of predators. In a few 
seconds the rat would jump, trying to make her way safely home to 
her hole on the other end of the rock strewn gully. In a few sec­
onds the circling hawk would plummet from the sky, ending its 
swoop with the dying rat clutched in its talons, to be carried off 
and eaten elsewhere. 
As the pack rat darted and the hawk fell, the old man threw 
his blankets to the side and stepped out of his hu t to greet the day. 
Approving the look of the sky, he ducked back into the shelter and 
took some leather sacks from their wrappings of hairy sheepskin. 
Dropping all but one bag to the ground at his feet, he stood for an 
instant tall and straight, arms outstretched to the rising sun. Pos­
ing only for the moment it took to utter the necessary words, he 
shook some grains of corn powder into his hand and threw it with 
an underhanded motion to the sun and to the wind, to the high­
est hill and to the gully, to the nearest tree and to the fire at his 
feet, all the time chanting the appropriate words, making sure that 
his efforts this day would meet with no opposition from that which 
could raise obstacles if it would. 
The old man shrugged his shirt from his shoulders and stepped 
out of his pants. Naked, he stooped to pick up the other bags. 
Having gathered them, he walked away from his hut and descended 
to the floor of the gully, following it around the side of the hill. 
His sharp, black eyes travelled from side to side looking for the 
propitious signs. Soon he came upon a few bloody hairs of a pack 
rat, and, further on, a hawk's feather. Carefully gauging the dis­
tance between them, he settled to his seat in the dirt floor of the 
stream bed, his haunches rolling to settle his weight comfortably 
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on the ground, pushing pebbles and sticks away from sensitive 
spots. 
Setting his bags in front of him, he opened them one by one, 
revealing their contents of different colored sands. Slowly and care­
fully, he drew the magic circle with lines of colored sand, filling it 
with intricate designs, enclosing himself from the world by the sand 
and the words he determinedly chanted. He worked quickly now, 
as the sun rose behind the hill, its upper rim a spot of blinding light, 
setting the top of the hill on fire with the morning. The circle 
drawn, its intersections correct, the old man ended his chant. Set­
tling himself again, facing the sun, he intoned the opening phases of 
the never ending song of the dream thief. 
The earth continued its roll through the heavens, bringing the 
light back to the city. Streets and houses, stores and factories, all 
things shifted and bulged as the light drove the cold of the night 
from their bricks and boards and asphalt. The sun lit up a store 
here, a house, a tree, a school. It shined through the slats covering 
the windows of the hospital, bringing light to the room where a 
young, black eyed boy lay in a bed, tubes and wires taped to his 
body, leading to bottles and humming, clicking machines. The 
boy's breathing rhythmically broke the early morning quiet with its 
hoarse and choking rasp. The sheets beneath his body were sodden 
with fever sweat. The machines blinked their lights and whirred 
in futile revolutions, hopelessly attempting to cleanse the body in 
the bed of the poisons with which it was constantly poisoning it­
self. 
The boy's only real connections with this spinning world of 
change and light and dark were the tubes and wires taped and 
stuck with needles into his flesh. The boy was running, screaming 
through the darkness, pursued by evil black crows, men and women 
with glowing eyes, older than the ages, who leaped out of the gloom 
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with grasping, claw-like hands and, evaded, joined in the chase. For 
days he had run; for weeks he had escaped capture to wake with the 
dawn, sweat drenched and exhausted after a night of restless sleep. 
But now there was no escape, no end to this chase, he could only 
prolong it by continuing to run. He was getting tired, he could 
sense his pursuers slowly growing larger, stronger, fleeter, the rau­
cous cries, so much like those of crows feeding on carrion, grew 
louder in his ears. This dream had gone on too long, no matter how 
hard he tried he could not wake up, he was trapped in this land of 
midnight darkness, chased by people older than time, their faces 
shockingly taut, the skin grotesquely shrunken and separated from 
the bones of the skull, gathered in folds and wrinkles, the hair on 
their heads long, but sparse with the gray color of a nightmoth. 
And their eyes, their eyes glowed with unearthly fires, shining out 
of the dark at him as they leaped in close pursuit. 
He stumbled over something in the gloom, galling to his 
face, scrabbling to rise and run again, the cries behind him rising 
in shrieks of exaltation. With superhuman effort the boy struggled 
to his feet and ran on as outside the hospital the sun traveled 
toward the noon. 
In the depths of the desert, hard miles from the city, the old 
man sat naked beneath the burning, beating rays of the sun float­
ing high overhead, hanging in the sky like a molten gold disc. The 
old man had been sitting within his circle, singing his song all those 
long, burning hours. His song was becoming a mumbled monotone 
as the words and their meaning were burned back within him by the 
sun and the sands of the circle. In all the empty air, except for an 
occasional breeze to rattle the dead, hanging branches of the low 
scrub that dotted the hillside in front of him, there was no sound 
save his low, murmuring chant. 
44 50
Aldebaran, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [1976], Art. 1
http://docs.rwu.edu/aldebaran/vol5/iss2/1
Donovon White The Dream Thief 
The old man's body was covered with rivulets of sweat, 
enough to dampen the ground beneath him if the sun had not 
sucked the moisture from his body soon after it formed. His lips 
were parched and stiff, awkwardly forming the syllables of his song, 
but the need for fluency was long past. As the sun devoured the 
very moisture of his body, so the circle of which he was the center 
drained the world of which he was to become the source. The 
words were becoming living things inside his head in this hour of 
heat. Soon now, would come those whom he summoned, already 
he could hear their bewildered cries rising and falling beyond the 
wound of his words. 
Slowly and softly the old man's voice died away in the 
scorched desert air. Louder and stronger rang his words and the 
cries of the others within him as they began to circle, questing for 
the source of the power that drew them. Gradually the sun and its 
heat grew dim, obscured by veils of chilling darkness. 
The mists of night were not yet complete, still they were rent 
by the everburning sun as those who traveled in gloom shrieked and 
called, searching for their prey, enraged at their loss, hungry for 
their food. Still the old man sang within himself, drawing beasts 
and birds of the night closer to him with his prayer, his circle vi­
brating around him in planes of energy unseen and unknowable, 
its very light hastening the gathering of the darkness and its crea­
tures. 
At last the sun beat down in silence upon the figure seated in 
the middle of the multicolored circle, a circle in the sand, made of 
sand. The old man ran through the darkness, a cry of triumph 
torn from his panting lips as he heard the noise of the pack run­
ning in pursuit. An old man did not have the strength of a young 
boy: with his power and his knowledge he had cheated them of 
their rightful prey, but the balance that is everything demanded 
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that soon their appetites be sated. An old man is strong of will and 
power, but still his body is weak. Darting a glance behind him as 
he fled he knew not where through the gloom he caught glimpses 
of gaunt, leaping figures with long, unkempt gray locks, lurching 
birds of shining raven hue, all with great glowing eyes scuttling 
ever closer, seeking out his souL 
In the city, in the white walled hospital room, tubes and wires 
were gently disconnected from the body of the Indian boy. Some­
how, against all the predictions of the doctors, against all precedent, 
the young patient had recovered, drawn back from the edge of 
death by no one knew what. 
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Shari Berkowitz. 
PORTRAIT OF MY MOTHER 
Your portrait looks downward, 
Face slashed 
Orange cheeks, thick black hair tamed 

Into pin-curls, 

Face slashed 

Eyes full of distilled film like 

Water caught in half shells. 

Your portrait looks downward, 

The gold in your dress is a single embroidered vein 

A vein digging into your hands, into 

Your temples, 

Face slashed by a 

Tender half-smile. 

As I look at you from the 

Guest bedroom's four-poster 

Twin bed, and 

Your portrait looks downward, 

Upon your daughter 

Returned home, to 

Sleep below you once again. 

48 
 54
Aldebaran, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [1976], Art. 1
http://docs.rwu.edu/aldebaran/vol5/iss2/1
King james Weyant III 
SAIGON STORY 
"You haven't an arm and you haven't a leg, 
Hurroo! Hurroo! 
You haven't an arm and you haven't a leg, 
You're an eyeless, noseless, chickenless egg, 
You'll have to be put in a bowl to beg, 
Och, johnny, I hardly knew ye!" 
johnny, I Hardly Knew Ye 
(Anonymous) 
PART ONE 
Saigon, '72. The war, or police action to be more precise still 
goes on. The government estimates there are ten thousand prosti­
tutes in Saigon, but this seems a conservative estimate considering 
there are probably seven or eight hundred bars, each with twenty 
or thirty girls. The official estimate also doesn't include taxi girls, 
freelancers or steam and cream specialists. If I were to guess the 
true figure, I would put it closer to twenty-five thousand. 
There are three bars in Saigon called "The Surprise". Two are 
down on Tu Do Street, expensive bars where only the best looking 
and cleanest of the girls work. The other is at the end of an alley 
Hem Ming Mang it's called. This is the bar I patronize the most 
often. I've been going there for months now, have become friends 
with the Mama San, and at one time or another have known most 
of the girls. 
The Surprise is really two bars. Upstairs they show blue 
movies five nights a week, and have a stripper on the week-ends. 
Downstairs is more sedate - there are only about a dozen girls 
working there, compared to the sixty or seventy that work upstairs 
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when they have a stripper. The lighting is softer downstairs, and 
the music easier. The drinks are a bit more expensive, but all the 
girls have a smattering of English, are fairly attractive, and usually 
free of venereal disease. 
I quickly became a favorite there, downstairs; I stop in al­
most every night, buying four or five Saigon Teas for the girls and 
giving Mama San presents I've stolen from my Supply Room. A 
few months ago I even loaned her enough cash to bail the girls out 
of jail after a raid. The only nights I don't come by are the nights 
I'm playing poker with the other boys in Supply, or if I have duty 
NCO. Nights I become too drunk to peddle my bicycle back to 
my apartment, the Mama San lets me sleep on the floor, waking me 
early enough for coffee before going back to the compound. The 
first time this happened, I used one of the eight foot by four foot 
rooms at the top of the stairs, but after contracting the crabs, I now 
prefer the floor. 
One of the girls, nicknamed Putrid Pussy is older than the rest 
of the seventeen or eighteen year olds who work there, probably 
closer to twenty-one. In the context of a bar, we are pretty good 
friends; we talk often on the slow week-nights, and sometimes go 
back to my apartment together if my wife of the moment is not 
there. Her name came about not long ago when one night she took 
a drunken G.!. upstairs for a "short time" and he came running 
back down the steps so quickly that he tripped halfway, landing on 
his back. 
"God, her cunt!" he screamed, vomiting, ruining the shine 
his barracks maid had put on his boots that morning. "Shit man, 
it's all fucked up. I couldn't even look at the thing." 
What he had seen, Loan, which was her real name, normally 
managed to keep from view by either remaining under the sheet, 
or keeping the light off. Normally she would take the bulb out of 
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the socket to make sure, but this night she must have thought him 
drunk enough not to bother, and he had seen her thighs and vagina. 
"Man, her fucking pussy is disgusting. It's putrid." He stood 
turning to the Mama San. "Give ~e my fucking money back you 
bitch. I wouldn't fuck something like that if she paid me." As he 
approached the bar I began getting off my stool, thinking another 
G.!. might be able to cool him down, but at the same moment he 
took a pistol from under his fatigue jacket, again demanding his 
money. 
"G.I. want fuck girl, he pay money." The Mama San was 
more angry than afraid; there was an Army issue riot gun within 
easy reach of her, and she wasn't about to let six thousand Piasters 
go so easily. 
"You give me my fucking money or I'll blow your shit away, 
you gook cunt." He almost looked comical standing there, his uni­
form was a mess, wet with vomit, wrinkled, his eyes rheumy, hair 
all over his head. 
"Come on man, easy. Mama San, give him his dough." I 
didn't want any part of this argument, but I didn't want to be in 
the same bar where shotguns and pistols were being fired either. 
"Go on Mama San, he never fucked her, give him his money back." 
When he had left, I went to the back to get the mop and buck­
et. Coming out I found myself in the midst of another fight, this 
time between two screaming females. My Vietnamese is limited, 
but when the Mama San rold Loan "Di Ve," I knew she had been 
thrown out of the bar. I was powerless to do anything to mend this 
argument either, and was also angry myself by now. This was the 
bar I frequented for its quiet. 
I had just taken my bike through the gate and was about to 
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hop on when Loan called after me. 
"Tom. Tom. Where you go? Stop, I talk you," she called, 
running up to me. Her eyes were red from crying, and her upper lip 
was split where he must have hit her. "You have wife tonight? I 
go home with you? Phoung get G.!., I no can go Goddamn home." 
Phoung was her roommate. 
"No, I don't have a wife now, you can come with me. Here, 
here's five hundred Piasters. Take a taxi and I'll meet you there in 
about half an hour." She had been over often enough before to 
know the way, so she hailed a taxi and left me. Many of the girls 
come for a visit to my place; on Sunday afternoon, sometimes three 
or four will come together and we'll all have a picnic, or go to the 
zoo, or a movie together. The Vietnamese movies are always en­
joyable, battle scenes in which the hero jumps forty feet in the air, 
lopping off twenty or more heads with his great sword as he lands. 
There are no English subtitles, but that doesn't detract from the 
effect, only makes it more bizzare. 
The taxi must have deposited her at my alley about fifteen 
minutes before I came on my bike, because as I approached my 
apartment I could smell the odor and knew she had found my dope. 
I was glad she had helped herself, knowing that we would pass a 
joint or two that night anyhow, and if nothing else it would calm 
her down. 
I took my first couple of tokes and sat there waiting. She 
seemed quite calm, but her face was bitter. I knew she would talk 
about it, about her hard life in the bar, the lousy G.I.'s, how she's 
cheated all the time. It's the same story I've been hearing since I 
landed: Taxi drivers, barracks maids, whores, Mama Sans; even my 
landlord occasionally tells me how he hates Americans, except me 
of course. 
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"I no be whore no more. I fine fucking G.!." She was lying 
on the bed, her knees drawn up to her chest, her head facing the 
far wall, resting on her hands. 
"Jesus Loan, I don't know what to say. What else can you do? 
Can you go home? Where is your village? Maybe your people will 
look after you." 
"I no have village." She didn't laugh when she said this, it was 
more of a sneer. "G.!. burn my village, that why I go Saigon, work 
bar." 
Bargirls. They all have a story: Why I became a whore. How 
terrible it is I have to sell my body for American dollars. 
"Ah bullshit. What do you mean G.!.'s burned your village?" 
She turned on her near side, facing me. "How you think I get 
number ten pussy? G.I. do that too!" 
"Americans? Are you going to tell me American G.I.'s did 
that to you? 1 knew about your cunt six months ago, why didn't 
you tell me about it ever before?" 
"O.K., I tell you. Long time ago, more one year, GJ. come 
my village. They come look v.c. Say we hide many V.c. there. 
They talk my father, he number one chief, talk him: 'Where V.c.? 
Where guns? How many V.C.live here? You tell me, 1 kill you.' 
My father, he no know nothing. He tell G.!.: 'No have V.c. V.c. 
number ten. We no have V.c. eo me here.' Then two G.!., they 
bring young boy, maybe eleven, twelve to GJ. Captain, say he V.c. 
he kill Americans. My people say no, he no V.c., he number one 
baby san, but G.!. Captain, he shoot boy. 
"When other G.!. hear bang, maybe they think it V.C. They 
shoot all many people. Many people killed then, but only small 
baby san and old people. G.!. Captain, he tell other G.!. keep all 
girl together, no kill girls. Then he shoot my father. He shoot him 
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low in belly, so it take my father long time die. 
"Two G.I. take me, tie me to post, with my hands behind my 
back. G.!. Captain, he come, rip my shirt open, and touch my tits 
with cigar. He take cigar, touch one nipple, then other, then first 
again. I have big tits, I think he like way they jiggle when he do, be­
cause he and other G.1. laugh. All around village, G.1. do same all 
girls. Only ugly ones die quickly. I scream, cry, but I no can get 
loose, and hurt my hands. After he do this maybe ten times, I hurt 
too much and fall down. G.!. Captain, he take him prick and put it 
near my mouth. Then he burn my tit again. When I scream he put 
him prick in my mouth. My arms hurt, my tits hurt, I feel number 
ten sick. I mad. I no can think. I bite him prick, G.I. Captain, this 
time he scream, when he jump, I keep teeth in him prick, almost 
fini it. 
"Many G.!. come, beat me, kick me, one even try shit my face, 
but he no can shit. All time all G.l. talk too much, but I no talk 
English then, so I no know what they talk. G.!. Lieutenant, he take 
cigar of G.I. Captain. He put in his mouth and suck many time, so 
tip very red. Then two G.!. hold my legs when G.!. Lieutenant he 
take cigar burn all my pussy. First he burn my legs, then he do my 
hair, then he put up my pussy. I no know what happen, I no see 
no more. 
"When I wake up my father dead. Maybe he see what G.I. do 
me maybe he already dead. All G.I. go, but now, more, other GJ. 
Doctor come. He look me, give me shot, then before I go sleep, they 
put me on copter. 
"They take me G.!. hospital in Saigon. G.!. Doctor, he do me 
number one: keep me nice bed, give me number one food, talk me 
English, all time number one. He talk me V.c. number ten do me, 
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burn my pussy. I no talk him G.I. do, maybe he no do me number 
one no more. I stay hospital two month, then G.I. Doctor give me 
five thousand Piasters and new clothes, tell me go. I no have village 
go home to, so 1 go Saigon, talk many people. Taxi man, he take 
me Cho Lan, talk Chinese man. Chinese man talk me work bar, 
make big money. 1 no talk bar, think bar girl number ten. 1 leave, 
but in few days I go back Chinese man. 1 no have food, no place 
sleep. Chinese man, he give me letter, tell taxi man take me bar. 1 
talk Mama San, she tell me what do, tell me talk English. 
"I work bar now one year, fuck too many G.I. 1no get big 
money, only Mama San get it. When G.I. give me money, I give 
Mama San half, then give Chinese man half what I have left. Now 
I no go back bar. G.I. talk me number ten everybody, no G.I. want 
fuck me no more:' 
PART TWO 
She was with me for over a year. She had a husband once. A 
Vietnamese. But now he was dead. As was her father and mother. 
She claimed the Americans had killed them. 
Our apartment was in the upper floor of a two story house, in 
a narrow alley. When Loan knew it was time for me to be home, 
she would sit in the balcony and watch for me. As 1 entered the 
alley, she mixed me a drink, fixed herself, and took a final glance 
over the apartment. She would greet me with a kiss, and as I sat 
down with my drink she would unlace my boots. I would relax 
over a drink or two, then she would bathe me, and give me dinner. 
Then I would go out. Thus was our routine. 
It wasn't like this when she first came. She immediately be­
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gan taking care of my needs, but evenings I would watch the Viet­
namese television station with her, show her how to make things, or 
try to teach her English. She was funny the way she could become 
so engrossed in the TV, but it held no interest for me. And the 
English. I don't know. Was she slow, or was I a very bad teacher? 
She just couldn't learn. An American Doctor had taught her a few 
phrases once, and of course she knew all the slang necessary to 
work a bar, but not enough for a conservation. She could commu­
nicate with pidgin English, the same as I could with my Vietna­
mese, but that was all. When My Lai hit the papers, I tried to ex­
plain that G.l.s were caught doing the same things she told me 
they had done to her people, but it was hopeless. When I tried talk­
ing at her level, all the meaning was lost. She knew this also, but 
that didn't help to make it better. Finally I gave up, and went back 
to reading. My apartment probably boasted the best library in 
Saigon. All in English. She would sit and look on, interrupting 
me often when some humorous thing occurred to her. In Vietna­
mese. One day out of desperation I bought her every Vietnamese 
magazine the vendor had on his stand. But she didn't enjoy them. 
For the first half hour or so she leafed through them, studying some 
of the pictures intently, but then she stacked them all neatly on the 
shelf, where they stayed. Maybe she couldn't read. Many couldn't. 
She was from a small village up country. Maybe she never learned. 
When I began to go OUt, she got mad. Many nights she would 
cry. "I no make good wife?" she once asked. Once she even 
locked me out. Me. Standing in a dark alley. In Saigon. Dtunk. 
At 3: 30 in the morning. 1 was drunk enough to climb a utility pole 
three doors away and then hop from one balcony to the next, 
amidst curses and one flying can. Loan pretended sleep, but 
through a small open window 1 could see her breasts rise and fall 
with excitement. Or fear. 1 whispered, I tapped, I waved. Then I 
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shouted and kicked. 
Then once or twice I brought her with me. I peddling my bi­
cycle (they call it a "Shad-up") and her in a taxi. Then, if she 
wanted to go home early, she could. It also saved me quite a bit in 
bribes. The police would not allow a Vietnamese girl to ride in the 
same vehicle as an American. There was one bar that no longer 
had any whores. Even when they did, there were only three or 
four. It was a good bar, to me. Whenever I came the owner would 
serve me with a large plate of the tiny spring rolls the Vietnamese 
make so well, and she would always have a good stock of wet face 
towels in the P.X. refrigerator I had bought for her. But Loan 
didn't like it there. She wouldn't talk to the owner, wouldn't shoot 
pool, wouldn't do a damn thing. Since she came to live with me, 
she despised all bars. 
Now I think of Saigon. Of my alley - I used to buy an entire 
bamboo stick of balloons for a thousand Piasters and give them 
to the kids. And Loan. She hadn't had her period for two months 
when I left. Or maybe she was hoping for a trip to the States, using 
a piece of sponge to conceal the menstrual flow, as some whores do. 
When I left to return home, I gave her twenty thousand Piasters. 
57 

63
et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 5, Issue 2
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1976
CONTRIBUTORS NOTE 
All the contributors to this issue of Aldebaran are students at 
Roger Williams College except Cliff Saunders, who has managed 
to break out into the Real World. 
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